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deserted reception-houses, and along silent woods. The
country is not unlike Ballston, though less wooded, more
cultivated, and perhaps a little more varied. The town is
irregular, small, consisting almost entirely of lodging
houses (I mean for single families), and infinitely clean.
The water is a tonic, and the air (we are at an elevation
of twelve hundred feet) so light and bracing that I have
determined to stay a week, on account of my wife—
perhaps a fortnight.
I have got a comfortable house, with every requisite,
consisting of nine bedrooms, four parlors, stable, etc., for
fifteen francs a day. The piano is strumming down stairs,
and I am writing up, just as if we were in the Rue St.
Dominique; and we only arrived last night. Our quaran-
tine will be up to-night at twelve, and yet we are in no
hurry to improve it. We lost three days at Liege (always
in quarantine) that had much better been passed here.
I have had a great compliment paid me, Master
Samuel, and, as it is nearly the only compliment I have
received in traveling over Europe, I am the more proud
of it. Here are the facts: You must know there is a great
painter in Bruxelles of the name of Verboeck-Hoven
(which, translated into the vernacular, means a bull and
a book baked in an oven!}, who is another Paul Potter.
He outdoes all other men in drawing cattle, etc., with a
suitable landscape. In his way, he is truly admirable.
Well, sir, this artist did me the favor to call at Bruxelles
with the request that I would let him sketch my face. He
came after the horses were ordered, and, knowing the
difficulty of the task, I thanked him, but was compelled
to refuse. On our arrival at Liege we were told that a
messenger from the governor had been to inquire for us,
and I began to bethink me of my sins. There was no great

